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let these contemptible Somersetshire workmen get so out of
hand! What would he do without him? And what was he doing?
Making toys! While a real industry like those Dye-Works was
being threatened. Aye! He would like to be flying through this
wild rain now, with his fingers on the control, heading for Glas-
tonbury from Wookey, through the liquid darkness. BahL What
jumpy idiots these Glastonbury fools were. What the devil------
"I can't bear it! Oh, my God!" Tittie's voice was hardly the
voice of a human being. The iron ball with spikes had changed
its shape . . .
Young Tewsy's voice rang out so quickly after the woman's
cry as to seem a portion of the same litany of chaos.
"His Worship, the Mayor, Madame!"
Mr. Geard did not stop to take off his dripping overcoat. He
pushed Mrs. Legge aside as if she had been a feather's weight.
Everyone stared at him now as shamelessly as did his predecessor
in office. The very Recorders on the wall seemed staring at him.
And well they might be!
The heavily built man in his dripping clothes was now pushing
his way through them, bent double, and with his hands pressed
against his great belly. "Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" he was
groaning out, as he stumbled forward.
The man's whole body seemed undergoing some sort of con-
vulsion. Blindly he stumbled against the mahogany table. The
Silver Bowl seemed to catch his attention. He caught it up as he
passed. Mr. Barter, who had just dipped Clarissa's glass in it,
drew back hurriedly, spilling the liquour he held.
"Let this cup------" howled Mr. Geard in a tone that made
even Mr. Wollop shiver, for it seemed more like the bark of a
great Sedgemoor fox than the voice of a man; and even as he
cried he flung the thing with all his force upon the ground, flung
it just at Crummie's feet, who was running, laughing and weep-
ing, in wild hysterics towards him. When he reached Tittie, whose
voice had now sunk again into moans, he snatched her up in his
arms, as a fireman in a whirl of flame might seize a burning
woman, sank down in the chair with her on his lap, and began,
in his own natural voice, that familiar refrain which had won